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the notes of hand to them, and even give them a receipt for
the amount.
Having acted in this weak and disgraceful manner, hav-
ing asked forgiveness from abominable procuresses, who
were laughing at me in their sleeves, I left, promising two
guineas to the servant who should first announce to me the
return of her young mistress.
The watchman was waiting for me at the door; he ac-
companied me home. It was two o'clock in the morning
when I flung myself trembling and weeping on my bed.
Six hours later, one of the servants knocked at my door.
Miss Charpillon, she said, had returned in a sedan-chair; she
bad passed the night in a shop which she had found open,
the keeper of which knew her slightly. She was in bed, in a
high fever; it was feared that a serious illness would result
from fright and exposure. I waited three hours longer, and
then timidly presented myself at her house. One of the
aunts opened the door. Miss Charpillon was delirious, she
said, and called out incessantly: c "Here is Seingalt, here is
my murderer; he is going to kill me! Save me, save me!"
In God's name, sir, go away.'
I passed the whole day without eating, the night without
sleeping, talking away to my own night-cap like a madman.
The next morning I was told she was still delirious, and the
doctor had declared that unless there was a change for the
better, she could not live twenty-four hours.
'Miserable barber!* I cried.
'Can't you overlook the follies of youth? You should
have pretended not to have seen,' said her aunt.
*By all the gods! You old witch, do you think that pos-
sible? However, let her want for nothing; here is a ten-
pound note.3
I walked away like a lunatic, not knowing whither I
went. On the third day, as I was pacing up and down be-
neath her windows, at seven o'clock in the morning, the
mother spoke to me, and said her daughter as dying. At
the same moment a tall, thin, pale old man came out of the

